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world ?    Something of the joy must be owing to
the feeling that the rubbish of a  dying year is
being burnt up as a prelude to the celebration of
the first day of a  New Year.    The burning of
this rubbish is   also symbolical  to a grown-up
mind of the destruction of whatever is worthless
in our life.    From the next day the village would
use new baskets, new sieves,  new brooms; or, if
any household used the old  one,  it would be
because it was unwilling to part with its rubbish
and held on to it.    Poets have been unable to
describe the beauty of the night of the full moon
in this month of Phalguna. Fortunately, to know
its beauty you need not go to a poet's description
of it.   Whoever wills may give his heart to it the
next time that night comes and enjoy it to the
full.    To the simple people of our village, the joy
of this bonfire lit in that night of full moon was
a very, real  joy.    The  usual crowd gathered
round the fire that night.   Even Narayana Sastry
came to enjoy the sight.    "If my bamboo and
wood are making a bonfire, and other people can
see it and enjoy it, why should I lose the opportu-
nity ?" he said.    If he could have had the bamboo
and the pillar back, he would have been glad,
but as he could not have them, he thought that,
at least, he might take a share of the joy they